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"Deme, Sheliathnotonguetocall»norhandstowa(li, 

And fo lets l-eauc her to her filent walkes. 

CWroB* And twere my caufe.I (hould gochatigmyfelfe. 

P<?M«.Ifthou hadft hands to heipe thee knit the cord. 

Efjrer Marcus from h fin 
Who is this my Necce that flics away fo fafll 
Cofen a wordj- where is your husband ? 

U l do dreame would all my wealth would wake rac, 

Ifl doc wake, Tome Planet flrikemedowne. 

That I may flutnber in eternall flccpc. 

Speakc gentle Ncece, what flernc vngentlc hands. 

Hath lopt and he wd, and made thy body bare. 

Of her two branches, thofe fweet ornaments 
Whofccirclingihadowes,Kingshaucfoughtcoflccpcin> 

And might not gainefo great a happincs 

Ashalfcthy louc: Whydooftnotfpeake tome f 

Alas, a crimfon riuer of warme blood, ^ \ 

Like toa bublingfountainc ftird with windc. 

Doth rife and fall betwecnc thy Rofed lips, 

Comming and going with thy honny breath* 

But furc fomc Tereus hath denoured thee. 

And leaft thou (houldftdeteft them, cut thy tongac* 

Ahnow thou turnft away thy face for (hame. 

And notwilhftanding all this lofTc of blood. 

As from a Conduit with their ifTuing fpouts, 

Y ct doc thy cheekes lookc red as T nans face, 
BlulhingtobccnGountrcd withaclowde* 

Shall 1 fpeake for thee, fliall Ifay tis fo / 

Oh that I knew thy hart, and knew the bead, 
Thaclmightrailcathira Cocafemy mindc* 

Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen ftopt, 

Doth burnc the hart to cinders where itis* 

Faire EhilomdU fhe but loft her longue, 

Andin a tedious fampler fowed her minde* 
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Butloucly Necce, that mcanc is cut from tbec; 

A craftier Terei^shaftthou met. 

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off, 

That could hauc better fowed then Philomel, 

Oh had the monftcr fcenc thofe Lilly hands. 

Tremble like Afpen leaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kiuc them. 

He would not then hauc loucht them for his life* 

Or had be heard the heau^^nly Harmony, 

■Which that f A cet tongue hath made : 

would hauc dropt his knife and fell aflcepc, 

As at the Thracian Poets feetc* 

Come let vs goe, and make thy fatlicr blindc. 

For fuch a fight will bhndca fathers eye. 

One hourcsltormc will drownc the fragrant mcadcs,' 
Whaiwill wholemonthsoftearcsthy Fathers eyes? 

■ " Doc not draw backc,for we will mournc with thcc. 

Oh could our reourningcafe thy imfrry. Exeunt 

Enter the! fidget and Senatourt with Titus two femes bounds 
paff tng on the Stage to i he place of executioHy and Titus going he* 
fore pleadings 

T MHs. Hcarcroc grauefathers, noble Tribunes flay, 

For pitty ofmincage, whofc youth was fpent 
In dangerous warre 5., whilft you ft curtly flept. 

For ail my blood in Romes great quarrell ftied. 

For all the frofty nights « hat 1 hauc watebt, 

A nd for thtfc bitter tea) cs, w Inch no v you fee, 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my chcckcs, 

Bcpittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofc foules is not corruptc d as ris thought. 

For two and twenty fonnes 1 ncuer wept, 

Btcaufechey died in honours loft) bed. 

Andromcm Ijeth dewne^and the ludges bj him, . ;; 
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